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encourage meditation, especially at eventide when the garish
details and the dust and the tawdriness of the Catholicon with its
medieval frescoes, its bishops' thrones, Its carved and gilded
screen, and its many ikons, are half lost in a gloom^that js only
broken by the tiny quivering flames of the lamps. Few pilgrims
there are at that hour. A black-robed Orthodox priest passes
slowly beneath a colonnade. A small group of devout women
kneel in prayer at the entrance of the Holy Sepulchre. A tired
old man, grey-bearded and bent, rests upon a wide stone seat
and at his feet two small children sleep. A nun, a lighted taper
in her hand, steals along the floor of the Rotunda and disappears
into the shadows. The guides are gone and with the quiet and
calm of evening the spirit of faith returns. Often, a little weary
with long walks in the heat of the afternoon sun I sought in these
surroundings an hour of rest.
How all has changed since they brought His crucified body
here on the evening of that day that has meant so much to the
world 1 I wondered, as I sat there, would He ask what it all
meant—these churches, these creeds, these altars, and these
priests—the jealousy and the devotion, the holiness and the
hypocrisy, belief and superstition. I wonder 1
With the exception of those evening hours spent in the
Church of the Holy Sepulchre, Christian Jerusalem left me
untouched. The Via Dolorosa, an invention of more than the
usual barefaced imposture—for the original streets of Jerusalem
were far below the level of the city of to-day—with its inscriptions,
and its shops that sell mementos of Philistine ugliness, is merely
a device of priestcraft. There are a few churches of interest, but
lacking in the atmosphere of religion just as they arc devoid of
artistic quality. The Garden of Gethsemane, laid out rather like
a little tea-garden, with nothing old about it except its olive
trees, only tempted me to shorten my visit and not to return ;
nor did the Mount of Olives call for more than one motor-drive
along its well-made roads, amongst the fantastic ugliness of its
churches and its monasteries.
It is in the old streets that a sense of the antiquity and the
romance of Jerusalem is awakened and a scrambling excursion on
the walls that encircle the town is one of interest. It is only at
one point, where the Haram al»Sherif occupies their summits, that
the old ramparts have to be abandoned and a path found below.
My enjoyment was, I confess, a little increased by the dis-
comfiture of my guide, I made a point during my first three

